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DEAR SIR, * 


As I communicated to you 
the following pages almost as soon as 


they were written, it is unnecessary to 
remind you of the progress or discon- 
tinuance of my poetical labours, or 
more properly, amusement ; for you 
know I wrote verses with no other 
view but to kill the langour of a win- 
ter evening, or a sultry noon, in the 
Solitude of those forests that surrounded 


wo infant plantations. 


But 


EE 

But it may be necessary to explain 
my motive for printing what you know 
I never hoped to render worthy of the 
public eye, even had circumstances per- 
mitted my giving what finish I could 
to my plan, of which the following 
SCArce connitrigdga half. I must there- 
fore recall to your remembrance, that 
when I expresscd uneasiness at seeing, 
in some American news- papers, and 
other periodical publications, several 
extracts that appeared to have been 
taken from a very incorrect copy, that 
had fallen, I know not how, into im- 
proper hands ; you advised me to send 
a few correct copies to my confidential 
friends in America, to convince them that 
all the faults of those extracts were not 
to be imputed to the author; and also to 


enable 


1 

enable them, should they see proper, to 
show to those in general of that coun- 
try, who still remember me, how in 
nocently, in a political light, I had 
occupied my thoughts; and how little 
Imerited that banishment of my person, 
and confiscation of my property, which, 
to say nothing of more serious injuries, by 
deveting my attention, and removing 
me from those scenes I loved, and ope- 
rations I intended to describe, leave me 
no reasonable hopes of ever being able 
to finish this FRAGMENT. 


Such as it is, you said I might ven- 
ture to shew it to those whose partiality 
to the author would make them over- 
look its faults—An opinion, from you, 
too flattering to be rejected: But want- 


ing 


1 


ing leisure to make manuscript copies, 


I have determined to print such a small 
number as may answer the purpose 
intended. Had your health been such 
as I wish it to be, I should have sub- 
mitted the whole to your revisal. But, 
alas! you have not yet been able to 
furnish the few remarks you promised 
me; and my desire to offer you this 
small tribute of affection, ere it be too 
late, induces me to take this opportu- 
nity of a friend going to en to 1 
it to the press. 


Jam, &c. &c. © 


Mancn 39, 1790. 
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How virgin nature's indicating hand, 
Unerring marks the quality of land, 

And, by each tree that forms her forests, proves 
The soil so various as the varying groves ; 

Th' experienced Planter's labours, when he drains 
The deep morass, or with strong mounds restrains 
The tide-stem'd river, struggling hard to spread 
His refluent stream bey ond his narrow'd bed; 
The arts that make the steril desert yield 

The plenteous harvest of the richer field; 
Young nature's wild luxuriance that subdue, 

Or her exhausted native powers renew. 


("8-3 
Be such our rural muse's simple themes! 
Nor such alone! A nobler duty claims 
The bards attention, who pretends t'impart 
The various lessons of the Planter's art. 


Humanity, mild pow'r! to thee belong 
The Planter's study and the Poet's song! 
Thy sacred laws our first of cares demand, 
To ease the burthen of a master's hand. 
May blighting dews, may frosts unseason'd spoil 
The vernal promise of his richest soil! 

May winds and rains combine to swell the wave 
That whelms his harvest in a watery grave! 
May angry heav'n avenging light'ning dart, 
Thro' the foul channels of his tainted heart, 
Who when his barns full teem with yellow grain, 
Unpitying hears the joyless hind complain! 

But may that heay'n to which thou ow'ſt thy birth, 
Thou brightest, purest, denizen of earth, 

Show'r every bleſſing on his honest toil 

Whose soul exults to see his servants smile; 
Who, when disease the ding ring wretch eonsumes, 
Forgets the master, and the friend assumes; 


© 
With kind endearment lulls the fever's rage, 
Or smooths the dying couch of faithful age! 


Taught by experience, from their earliest years 
Useless to some, I doubt, my Song appears. 
Vet think how few the natives of the land! 
What boundless fields for industry expand! 
To those I sing who to their household gods, 
Raise foreign altars in these new abodes. 
Nor let experience to my lay refuse 
The ear! Minerva listens to the muse! 
Tancy's warm sketch with cooler sense improves, 
Corrects the outline, and the glare removes. 


If, from your sire, the glebe deſcends to you, 
. Where first yout lungs th'elastic fluid drew; 
That lov'd domain, where pure unmingl'd joy 
Throng'd every hour, did every thought employ; 
Where your fond parents clasp*d you to the breast, 
Liv'd in your life, and in your smiles were blest. 


Tho' now, perhaps, the never rested field 
Forbears, at length, an hundred fold to yield; 
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Whilst distant groves invite your wand'ring fight, 
Still, still remember where you first saw light! 
Think whence your sire, your . haply 

glean'd ; 

Those treasur'd heaps you now 8G spend! 
Think the worn lands, like thriftless Timon, crave 
One grateful mite of all the wealth they gave; 
And will, as conscious of your grateful care, 
Exert for you that vigour you repair ! 
From love of birth-place patriot virtues flow, 
As from the central point the radii grow. 


Smile not, unfeeling man, nor proudly say, 
Let children love inanimated clay! 
« # What worth entails it on this barren pot, 
« That, once my parents Ad where now they rot? 


® Few things strike strangers more than the little attach- 
ment generally shewn by planters to the favourite residence 
of their ancestors, especially when informed that those who 


die in the country are generally interred on their own estates, 


which are oſten sold immediately after the funeral, without 
any durable fence being erected to preserve the family bury- 
ing ground from being rooted up by the hogs of the pyr- 
chaſer. The author had in his first copy enlarged on a sub- 
jeQ which he a0 consider as too indelicate for poetry. 


1 
„That whilst they taught yon arbouring vine to 
spread, 

They fondly cry'd, + Our son shall bless thy 
Shade! | 
Thuy grapes rich juice shall fill his temp'rate 

bowls, 
« Whilst he drinks grateful requiems to our 


souls.“ 


But led by ardent wish tꝭ augment your store: 
Or if you wander from some distant shore, 
Ty'd to no spot by those fond links that bind 
To scenes of infant joy the rip'ning mind; 


Nor are retarded in your search, by fear 

Of aguish vapours and infever'd air; 

Attentive listen to the instructive muse, 

Whilst she describes the scirE you ought to 
choose. 


Where some vast river rolls a gentle tide, 


Rich vallies wide expand on either side; 


There the tall Cypress rears his moss · crownꝰd head, 


There Tupilos their cumbrous branches spread, 
B 2 


| 


— 


E 
Th'Tberian Oak aloft expands his boughs; 


Beneath the wax producing Myrtle grows; 

The Liriodandrum, waving high in air, 

Shakes on each ample limb a whole parterre; 
Where gorgeous blossoms lurk, to blush unſeen, 
Amidst the scollop'd leaves of vary'd green; 
There thrives the fragrant Birch in silver'd rhind; 
There Poplars tremble to the breathing wind, 
Amidst u hose ſhade no hapless P:ilomel 
Recounts to twinkling stars her fabl'd tale; 


But Meckingbirds bid sweeter notes of love 


Cheer the hush'd night, and charm the conscious 
grove. 

There too the Ash and Maple love to grow; 

Whilst reeds, and vines, and briars, fill all the 
space below: 

And where the sandy heights embrace the vale, 

The Great Magnolia wide perfumes the gale. 

Were such the native growth, shall doubts re- 
main, 


That Phzbus warms a more prolific plain? 
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No! from the surface scarce more distant rise 
Those trees, Whose branches seem to prop the 
skies, 

Than deep, beneath the black superior ground, 
Rich loamy earth, and marly clay are found; 

A fruitful compost, formed in lapse of time, 
Of putrid shells, and plants, and settling slime. 


Not Gange' nor Barampootar, issuing forth, 
With all its waters, from the melting north, 
On ruddier billows waſt Tartarian slime, 

To swell the harvests of a happier clime ; 
Nor mystic Nilus, big with Ethiop rains 

A richer tribute brings to Egypt's plains, 
Than to their vales, Savannah or Peedee, 
As from their lofty springs they seek the sea: 
That river from its ſable waters nam'd, 


Ir fair Santee for finny-tenants fam'd. 


Yet not their borders, all alike can yield 
be certain promiſe of the cultur'd field. 


-#* Bl-:ck River. 
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If far removed from Neptune's watery sway, 
To whelming floods,-or parching droughts a prey; 
When melting snow, or quick descending rain, 
Urge the swoln river o'er the seeded plain; 

Or adverse winds the teeming clouds dispel, 


Whilst vertic suns the scanty dews exhale. 


Nor yet too near th' Atlantic surges move, 
Whose salts unkind to vegetation prove; 
But strive the happy golden mean to know, 
From where recoiling tides forbear to flow, 
To where the river's dulcet stream receives 
A faline tinQure from th' intruding waves. 
There stop your search, and make the gen'rous soil 
The prosperous scene of each succeeding toil ! 
But prosperous thrice the youth, an isle who finds, 
Whose reedy shore some circling river binds ! 
Not cut with branching creeks, but smoothly plain 
As the pellucid bosom of the main, 
When the soft western breeze forgets to play, 


And splendid dolphins chase their winged prey; 
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Except where, near its center, clustring stand 
Some gentle risings, form'd of drifted ſand, 
That ſeem, amid the fertile valley plac'd, 

Like the first heavings of a virgin's breast. 
Health and security those mounts insure; 

From them the living water issues pure; 

Whilst on their summits, spite of circling trees, 
You taste the freshness of the noontide breeze; 
And safe *midst raging hurricanes remain, 


Should foaming oceans whiten o'er the plain, 


Such was the isle where the Santeean sage 
From vigorous manhood wained to palsy*d age 
A sage unskill'd in proud scholastic lore, | 
But rich his mind in old traditioned store; 

Nor sapience more his aged temples crown'd, 
Than deeds of warfare made his youth renown'd. 
He shone, descended from an hero train, 

The brightest link of an illustrious chain. 

Vet doom'd to live in a disastrous age, 

When his lov'd country blaz'd with civil rage. 
Oft he advis'd—but when did faction lend 

An ear to wisdom, or the advising friend? 


1 

In action  dauifless 28 In « counsel ie 
Force to oppose with force the patriot tries. 
No more his hatchet peaceful bonds restraip. | 
But as his counsel 80 his deeds are vain, .' 

Till Europe's sons attack'd the weaken'd bid 
And with promiscuous carnage. strow *d the land; 
Then every eye towards Euhannih turn'd, 
Then every breast his slighted counsels mourn'd. 


A pensive Silence long the chief maintains, 
As round him droop his country's thin remains. 
He weeps—from all a cheerless murmur breaks, 
That dies to silence as the hero speaks. 


Pardon, ye men, ye warriors of Santce, 
The groan ye hear, the starting tear ye see! 

Five sons once fought victorious by my side; 

Not mine alone, they were their country's pride! 
For you they combated, for you they fell; 

Your sons to latest times their deeds. shall tell, 
And rouse to emulation by their praise, 

As at the martial feast loud songs they raise. 
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In early youth ye saw them yield theĩr breath, 
Smiling triumphant in a glorious death; | 

But saw no tear pollute their father's eyes, 

Nor sigh unmanly in his boom rise! 


A daughter too, who sooth'd the toil of wars, ; 
Who stole the anguish from these gaping scars, 
She also bled!—A childless parent's woe 

nn 
Might have compelFd one starting tear to flow | - 
But can a Warrior feel domestic pain, 
Who sees his nation bleed at every vein? 


Count all the stars in heaven's blue vault that 

shine! ; 

Once—more the warriors of the Sax TEE line! 

Count all the leaves on yonder oak that grow ! 

Once more our youth who twang d th'unnerring 
bow ! 5 

But now, such numbers have resign'd their life, 

In foreign warfare, or domestic strife, 

That fewer bend the bow, the hatchet rear, 


Than suns revolve within the circling year, 
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Whilst foes unnumber'd crowd our ravag'd fields, 
And FLIGHT alone the hope of SAFETY yields. 


Start not my friends! —Eubanuth se scorns to name 
A deed unworthy of your ancient fame, 


Yet bids vou from these modern vallies fly, 


And scek chose mountains where our — lie. * 
For Know, once Ocean stretch*d his w ide command 


Yer these rich Swamps and banks of barren and; 
Tar as the pigeon wings her rapid flight 
From ſuromer' s early dawn to Slow returning night, 
To where the lofty mountains rocky side, 
In savage grandeur bended o'er the tide 
Til! (from my Sire the wond'rous tale I drew, 
Whose faithſul ancestors have vouch'd it true) 
The mighty Spirit who controls the winds; 
Them sleeping rouzes, or tempestuous binds, 
War'd *gainst the weaker spirit of the main, 


That dared u gal us to dispute his teign. 


* 


Three days the monarch of the gales allow'd 
For every distant wind to waft his cloud, 
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Where equinoctial suns had wont to rise; 

But now no rays transpierce the thick'ning skies; 
And wond'ring mortals watch in vain, to pay 


Their tribute to the fourth returning day. 


The gloom portentuous, Ocean daunted sees, 
Trembles in each wave, and groans thro? all his | 
seas. | | 
At length their god commands his winds to blow, 
With rage unchain'd against his watery foe — 
Impatient of restraint with joy they hear, 
Snatch the white surges, raise them high in air, 
And dash against each cliff 's projecting head, 
The waters mingl'd with their sandy bed. 
Oppos'd, the waters and the sand rebound, 
But soon the heavier sand regains the ground, 
And forms within the limits of the main, 


Here wavy knolls and there th'inelining plain. 


Full thrice three days uncheck'd the tempest 
rag*d, 4 ie 


And fierce the war of elements was wag' d. 25 
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19 9 
Earth on his marble throne astonish'd quakes, 
His woods fall prostrate and each mountain shakes; 
The world's vast frame seems to the center rien, 
Tremenduous thunders speak a crashing heaven; 
Whilst darkness yields to livid flames, that rise 


From yawning gulphs or flash from burstiug skies. 


Till HE, the pow'r whose laws supreme command 

The winds, the waters, and the solid land, 

Said“ BE THERE PEACE!” —At once each wind 
subsides, 


And Ocean smooths his agitated tides ; 


But whilst he smooths them, murmurs to behold 
A new form'd land, where late his waters roll'd; 
Which, envious still, thro' each succeeding a ge, 
His waves have lash'd with disappointed rage; 
Since, mix'd with shells and sand, they ever bore 
Their added freightage to th extending shore; 
Whilst mountain streams their slimy tribute pay, 
As o'er the tracklest sands they devious stray; 


And winds and birds wing d seeds and berries bring 


Whence trees and herbs in quick suecession spring. 
The Pine, whose branches sweep our heroes graves, 


First o'er each higher ridge its verdure waves 


* 
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Next from its marshy bed, the valley sees , 
The Birch and Myrtle cmulating trees; 
Nor long cre those of nobler growth arise. 
Whose vigorous shoots bespeak their future $ize, 
And now the savage tenants of the grove, 
Far from the haunts of men securely rove ; 
Not long secure! The huntsman soon pursu'd 
The well-known footſteps of the ferine brood. 


But if, when winter, with inclement breeze, 
Strips the brown foliage from the shivering trees, 
Our ancestors forsake their native home, 

In quest of game thro' these new wilds to roam; 
When turning suns the teeming buds disclose, 
They geek the mountains where their sires repose; 
From aged Pines their $haggy honors tear, 

And sweep each sacred tomb with pious care. 


And when yet warmer suns and summer rain 


Distend with curdling milk the rip'uing grain; 


The mystic dance round holy fres they tread, 117 


Aud chant the praises of the as dead. 194. 
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Pleas'd with the rites, their epirits au are - Near : 


To nerve the arm and urge the Hies spear, 
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Whilst foes in vain attempt each mortal part ; 


Or forceless falls, or devious flies the dart. 


Succeeding generations further str: y, 

And later turn the ,pious rites to pay; 

Until the sons, more impious than their sires, 

Nor tread the mystic dance nor light the fires, 

Forget to chant the praise of warriors dead 

Whilst weeds obscene the unswept graves o'er- 
spread. 


| No guardian spirits now attending nigh, 
Nerve the lax arm, or teach the shaft to fly; 
But ghosts avenging aid each hostile band, 
Or 'gainst a brother arm a brother's hand. 
And, lo! perhaps ordain'd our race to end, 
From other worlds behold an host descend; 
Who've stole the awful thunder from the sky, 
Aud taught swiſt death on I ght'nings wing to fly. 
Or 18't the voice of our offended sires, 

Calling to light the long - neglected fires ? 

It is! Then haste t'appease each injur'd shade! 
Quick let the dance quick let the song be paid! 
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Fly! fly to purge each long polluted grave! 


So shall our sires their sons repenting save! 
Ah! would these limbs support this palsp frame, 
J in the mystic rites a share should claim! 

But here five warriors and a virgin's hade, 

Attend me living and expect me dead. | | 
And Brothers! in more prosperous times, when you ; | 
Amidst these swamps the bear and stag pursue, F 
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Refuse not to our graves the dance and song! 
So shall our ghosts those pros perous times prolong ry x 
So spoke the Seer The lining host obey— 


And now the muse resumes her rustic lay.— 


Within your island, if no knolls are found, 
Hap'ly the circling stream's opposing bound, 5 
precipitous, erects a lofty bro, | 
That Shines reffected in the wave below. 
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If so, chat shore opposing must be thine; 


—— 


1f to be bought with trcasur'd heaps of coin, 
What tho? th*unfruitful soil reluctant bears, 
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Or verdant swardꝭ or Ceres yellow ears ? 
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( 24 ) 
There living springs with liquid crystal flow, 
And there elastic gales salubrious blow. 
Enough of wealth this fertile island yields, 
There your abode—and here your cultur'd fields. 


If Rice you plant, whose roots delight to grow 
Irrders d in floods, for rice the floods o'erflow ; 
Or if that plant whose envied tint delights 
Th'exulting hearts of Windsor's garter'd knights; 
Or maze, or ought that a dry soil requires; 
Check'd by your mounds, th'obedient wave retires. 
But tho? such isles and vales surpass the rest, 

For all productions fit for some the best; 
See, other lands luxuriant harvests bear, 
That well repay th'industrious Planter's care. 


Our sea-girt isles will not their aid deny, 

To rear the Plant that teems with Indian dye, 
Or stately maze— Perhaps TxIN AcRIA“s boast, 
The golden wheat, nods heavier on her coast. 
But bere shall Bacchus and Minerva join 
Their ancient gifts, the Olive and the Vine; 


(' 253 ) 


Whikt Neptune, as to Attica of yore, 


Wafts the proud courser from th' Arabian shore; 
Whose sons assert the undiminish'd fire, 


Strength, grace and fleetness of th* imported sire; 


When loud to arms the martial clarion sounds, 
When echo vibrates to the op' ning hounds, 


Or the long course is urg'd with well match'd speed, 


Till dubious victory crowns the panting steed. 


Here the ripe orange gleams in burnish'd gold; 
Here bursting pods the cotton's down unfold ; 
Whilst busy commerce finds à nobler use, 

Than fits those various oaks rich swamps produce, 
For that * which, neighbouring to th' Atlantic main, 
With boughs wide · spreading shades the sandy plain; 
Whose verdant garb eternal life displays, 

Alike midst winter's frosts or summer's rays; 

By it the Planter's labours are convey*d 

To climes remote—by it his toils are paid 

With all the luxuries either Ind bestows, . 

And all the arts ingenious Europe knows. 


The Live Oak is seldom found at wp. dirs 
distance from the sea. D 
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Nor waves the Pine unuseful o'er: the land! 
U nnumber'd wants its friendly aid demand. 
Man's needful drudge, of high or humble lot, 
It rears the swelling dome, or log-built cot. 


Where late the bristly fringe of mournful green, 
The scaly cone and rugged bark were seen; 
The mast and yard expand the ample sail, | 
To catch the breath of each impelling gale ; 

And that balsamic juice which once supply'd 
Prolific nature's vegetating tide, 

Defends, yon Argo's sides from gnawing worms, 
And bids her cables mock the wrath of storms. 


Tho! Ceres frowns not on our sea-bound isles, 
She on our inland fields more bounteous smiles. 
The level vale, begirt with little hills, 

Bath'd in their tribute of a hundred rills, 
When wav'ing with the * water loving grain, 
The wreath resigns not to the tide-wash'd plain 
And all the gently rising heights around, | 
With Oaks, with Walnut, Beach, and Hickory 


crown'd, 
® Rice. 
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Bespeak a soil that courts the stately maiz, 
The monarch of the field, its stem to raise, 
Tall as a sapling of no vulgar size; 
Like some plum'd champion's helm its tassels rise; 
Pendants of vivid green surrounding play, 
Dance in the gale, and glisten in the ray; 
Whilst to its summit from the firm set root, 
Each joint prolific branches into fruit; 
Which, when develop'd from its silky shells, - 
Shows like th' industrious bee's nectarious cells; 
Nor sweeter balm have bees from Hybla born, 


Than the cream curdling in the rip'ning corn. 


Nor Maiz alone the fertile furrow yields, 
A triple harvest loads the willing fields; 
Round the tall Maiz the Pea its flow'rets twines ; 


Below the Pompion's fruitful stem reclines. 


But $hall dull Prudence, to penurious views 
Alone, direct the Pupil of the Muse; 
And Avarice, with his iron chain, control 


Each finer feeling of the youthful soul; 
* of 
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Whilſt nature's beauties claim the poet's praife, 
And taste demands his tributary lays ? 

See, where yon river rolls with active force, 

Unthrided half the mazes of its course ! 
No more our eye the .ſaine dull prospects tire, 
Of pines and sand, impervious swamps and mire; 
In bolder hills the wavy landscape swells, 
- Foams inthe cataract, dimplcs in the vales ; 
And where the babbling rill the dell divides, 
The unfading Holly decorates its sides; 
Wbose vermeil fruit the wint'ry blast sustains, 
Till Aries burst his Hyperborean chains. 
Whilst yellow-jasmines that with woodbinds vie, 
To charm the smell, or captivate the eye, 
Flora's sweet harbingers, that first appear 
To herald spring, and deck the op'ning year, 
In flow'ry bands the holly's limbs intwine ; 
So, Asia“ sons in gilded fetters sine. 
Nor let Golconda boast her mines, that glow 
With fainter colours than that Holly's bough, 
Which all the emralds lively green displays, 
The ruby's blush, the topaz golden blaze. 
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Health and contentment, paint with roseat dio 
The virgin's cheek, and sparkle in her eye. 


The vigorous hind, -rejoicing *midst his toil, 

With the sharp plough-share cuts the gen'rous 
soil; 

Or fells, with many a far- reſounding ſtroke, 

The pond'rous Hickory or Castanean oak; 

Nor envies him whoſe sickly frown can make 

A thousand sons of swarthy Arie shake. 

Wide ?fore his door the eary field extends, 

Behind, the loaded blushing orchard bends— 

His lowing herds resign their milky tide ; 

His bleeting flocks bid rapid shuttles glide, 

To cloathe their lord, when wint'ry tempests 
blow; 

For ſummer heats there flax and cotton grow; 

And where, round mulberries, grapes spontaneous 
twine, hs 

The inse-artist twists As silken line. 


On ev'iy bough t «© fe ther'd choirists throng, 


Unmatch'd in plumage, vr unmatch'd in song. 
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| ( 20 ) 
Nor lavish nature here to all denies, 
To captivate at once our ears and eyes. 
If Mocking-birds, array'd in modest gray, 
Should bear the prize for vary'd notes away, 
The Nonpareil's and Redbird's pleasing strain, 
Shall oft in doubt the judging ear retain; 
Tho! this each brilliant tint of Iris joins, 


And that in more than Tyrean splendor shines. 


Midst scenes like these sure ev' ry heart is gay ! 


What gloomy care obscures the cloudless day? 
Alas ! Antonio toils not to obtain 


The bleeding vintage, or the rip'ning grain; 


Tasteless for him the mellowing orchard glows, 


Who seeks no meed from labour, but repose. 


Vet seeks in vain I Tho' the worn body sleeps, 


The restless soul a painful vigil keeps. 


Yet hid from vulgar mark his sorrows lie, 


Scarce seen by friendship's penetrating eye; 


Tho? oft the groan thro? ſounds of mirth would 


seek, 
And tears obtrusive stain the smiling check, 


(set 
At length fond importunity prevail'd, | 
To learn that sorrow which unknown we wail'd. 

© Why hides Antonio thus his treasur'd pain ? 

"His only treaſure, friendship asks in vain ! 

Give to this breast, give to the world your grief! 
What hidden malady can find relief! 
Indulge that sigh, indulge that struggling tear, 
And let your sorrow sorrow's livery wear! ?? 


% Away!” he cries, all pagentry of woe, 


| 4 | 1 
Mockery of anguish, unavailing show! 9 
Who mourn like me, all vulgar forms disdain, 9 
And spurn the mummery of affected pain! | =. - 
No! if the garb can influence distress, = 


Give mine thoſe trappings that make sorrow less; 
Gay festive colours that may grief control, 

And blot the mournful image from my soul! 
Blot it from my soul! detested prayer! 
Impious ejaculation of despair ! 

Never, my Fanny, shall my soul resign þ 
Thy lov'd idea, whilſt to think is mine! | 5 g 1 
Deep as that soul's last hope, by love inſhrin'd, WM 
The fond remembrance still shall fill my. mind. 
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Whilst life's dull stream glides thro' these 


Bui 
wretched. veins, | S.. 
And reason's Iatest trembling gleam remains, Or 
Still must I love thee ! still deplore our fate Yo 
And stillits cruel-authors execrate! | 
Yes! Charity itself bids me detest 
Th! unfeeling Parent and the crafty Priest ! g 
It bids me curse that narrowness of mind | 
That parted hearts the God of nature joined! M 
But most it bids me curſe that art which bends YA 
His holy laws to n ends! 1 
That cloak of villains, and that snare of fools, No 
Woven and worn in Layola's ſchools 1 
Blame not, my friend, this agony of pain; I'm 
Nor deem that I beyond the cause complain. It v 
| | Wh 
You'veſeen my Fanny—ſeen her and approv'd! Th 
You've own'd her form'd by nature to be lov'd! Ani 
When smiling with a more than mortal grace, Ala 
A seraph's spitit beaming in her face, Thi 
Playful she spoke Enchanted with her voice, He, 


« So happy angels,” you exclaim'd, © rejoice !* Wi 


! 
But when, with sense that leſt her years behind, 
She ope*d the richer treasures of her mind, 


Or sweetly breath'd soft music's tend'rest strain, 


You swore “ you knew not heav'nly sounds till 


then.“ 


You've seen, you've heard her, but you have 
not heard 

How strong the ties by which we were endear'd! 

How love, beneath the mask of friendship, stole 

Into our souls, and rul'd without control! 

That fatal secret with such care conceal'd, 

Now first to thee, and thee alone reveal'd; 

Lock'd in a breast whose truth so long I've known, 

I'm sure, my friend, is safe as in mine own. 

It was our friend my Fanny's brother —he 

Who shar'd my heart with you and your's with me, 

That bad us first the treach*rous guest receive, 

And joy'd to see his winning wiles deceive. 

Alas! he knew not that e'en then he ſpun 

The fatal thread by which we've been undone. 

He, gen'rous youth, by no mean passion mov'd, 


Wish'd for a brother in the friend he lov'd— 
4 
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& Friendship and love“ he said, © are near ally'd, 
A faithful friend assures a happy bride.” 
Ah Henry! hadst thou liv'd, we might have bless'd 
The fatal hour when love became our guest; 
My Fanny then, uncurs'd with wealth, had been 
By common eyes like common objects seen. 
Where no rank herbage tempts the herds to stray, 
The purest stream untasted glides away; 


Till some blest recluse bids the world farewell, 
And on its margin sceks a lonely cell; 
Him its sweet waters please, tho' thirst may cease, 


Whilſt its soft murmurs sooth his soul to peace. 


There stands, deep bosom'd in an ancient grove, 
An arbour fit for tend'rest scenes of love; 
Where Jessmine folds the blushing Rose intw ine, 
And sportive Woodbines clasp the Eglentine. 
Once, Britain, once best lov'd of all thy bow'rs, 
Where balmy Zephire fans the noon-tide hours, 
Wantons around, and loads each flutt'ring wing 
With all the fragrance of the flow'ry spring: 

But now my jaundiced eye no beauty sees, 


Wither'd the Roses seem, unleav'd the Trees; 


1 


Whilst breathing Zephires Coptic blasts appear, 
That pestilence on lab'ring pinions bear. 


There, with her brother to the shade retir'd, 

I saw her first—there first my soul was fir'd; 
| Nor there, the more than lovely maid disdain'd 1 

To view with partial eyes her brother's friend. 


, Years had we lov'd, before we dar'd to name, 


Or even knew we felt the mutual flame. 


Tho? hours seem'd ages when we were apart, 4 
Tho' when we met, the palpitating heart . U | 
5 Bes poke the growing fever of the mind, 
Our untaught thoughts by slow degrees divin'd 171 
The latent cause; not till the pleasing puin MN 


ThrilPd in each nerve, and glow'd in ev'ry vein. 


Then, 'twas too late, our rip*ning reason view'd 


ns 6 
What fatal bars our happiness withstood. 8 
8. 


Bars, which she knew no strength of ours could 


moves 


But reason's silent, when the youthful love! [ | 


Us 


When titled suitors swell a father's pride, 


And wealth provokes his avarice to decide, = 
E 2 1 


( 36 ) | 
It nought avails me that I know to trace, 
Some ages back, a not ignoble race; 
Sprung, as I am, from ancestors that claim 
What private virtues may bestow of fame. 
My poor ambition only lifts its eyes, 
To fame like theirs, that envy's tongue defies. 
I boast no honors, no proud trappings show, 
Which knaves transmit to fools, or kings bestow ; 
Nor are my coffers with heap'd treasure lin'd, 
My greatest wealth an unperverted mind ! 
What merits mine, when pois'd in hands that hold 
A scale where titles only weigh and gold? 
O, pardon heav'n, should love your rival prove 


In youthful bosoms, when like mine their love ! 

For, ah! I found it then, and still I find, 

That passion reigns despotic in my mind ! 

And had no other obstacle remain'd, 

It o'er conviction had the vict'ry gain'd. 
Hopeless we loy'd—despairing to enjoy 

Our ozly wish, or that dear wish destroy. 


Long, long we strove to extricate the dart, 
By time and love deep barb'd in either heart. 


* 


6 

But, like unski'ful surgeons, still we found, 
Our fruitless efforts but inflam'd the wound; 
Till, like them, hopeless to extract the steel, 
We strove to palliate what we could not heal; 
And thought to see, when time the blaze should 

tame, 
Mild friendship spring from passions dying flame. 
Fatal deception! learn ye youth to know 
Impassion'd friendship as a treach'rous foe ; 
Nor trust the fond deceitful hope, to prove 
The strength of prudence *gainst the force of love! 
Tho? lowly shores may $st: gnate waters bound, 
The raging torrent scorns the loftiest mound ; 
Or, check*d awhile, thrice added strength it gains, 
Burstsall its banks, and desolates the plains. 
Scarce virtue can love's giant force control, 


For sure no guilt defil'd my Fanny's soul! 


And heav'n's my witness, that my thoughts sur- 


vey'd, 
Till then from virtue scarce a thought had stray'd; 
Yet, ab, my friend! with deep remorse I tell, 
Our passions triumph'd, and our reason fell, 


— 
_ — = 42 
- — . 0 
W > 


_— „„ a— 


| 
| 
| 


E 
But can I tell, how oft we have deplor'd 
One fatal moment, not to be restor'd ? 
What endless anguish to our souls it cost, 
My Fanny's peace and mine for ever lost? 
Yet love still flourish*d, tho? bedew'd with tears, 
O'ershadow*'d with remorse, and hedg'd with fears. 


Here let me pause ! the scene my soul appals, 
Which recollection to despair recals ! 
Scenes !—horrid seenes, fresh starting to my view, 
Convulse my brain, and all my pangs renew ! 
Now on my breast I see her form recline, | 
Her hand, like polish'd ivory, claps'd in mine; 
Her bosom fair—can language say how fair? 
Heaving with grief, and struggling with despair ; 


From halt-clos*d eyes, two living founts of woe, 


Dear beyond price! the liquid pearls as flow 


Whilſt I, dissolv'd in mutual melting grief, 


Hopeless myself, dare offer no relief. 


How deadly pale she looks? - Ah, whether fled 
The dimpling smile, the lily-temper'd red ? 


( 39 ) 
Are these the eyes that rivaPd Hesper's ray, 
Ere the young Crescent lights the mimic day ? 
She starts with vacant gaze she trembling flies; 
„ Begone ! begone detested wretch,“ she cries— 
& Go, vile deceiver, who abus'd that pow'r 
„My fondness yielded in a guardless hour! 


© Go! thou dear cruel man, to whom I owe 


„ My honors loss, these tears that ccaseless flow! 


* Go! go in pity, ere my soul relent, 


* And of its short-liv'd just resolves repent!“ 


I go, my love! thy mandate I obey ! 
Yet ere I go for ever, let me stay 
And join with you to curse that fatal hour, 
When wild with passion, I abus'd my pow'r.— 
Would it had pleas'd th* Almighty fir:t to throw 
His pitying thunder at this mad'ning brow; 
Then you'd have mourn'd, but mourn'd with- 

cut remorse, 

And bath'd with honest tears a guiltless corse: 
Still- could my death to thee one sorrow save, 


By all that's holy, I would court the grave! 
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Wich rapture court it, nor should death's harsh 


knell 
Unman my breast like the sad word farewe!l/ 


Farewell for ever Vet before we part, 

Once more I'll clasp thee to this bursting heart! 

One pure embrace by virtue may be giv'n; 

And now, my Fanny! we shall meet in heav'n!— 

Help! help! she sinks, she falls, she faints, she 
dies! 

Death dims for ever those once radiant eyes! 

Speak ! speak my lovely! grant one last adieu! 

Your husband calls, who lives, who dies in you !— 

What joy! she lives! my wife, my Fanny lives! 

Heav'n all I wish, and all worth wishing gives! 

O! never let vs think to part again! 

Henceforth, let white-hau'd prudence preach in 


vain ! 


What's worldly prudence ? what's the world to me: | 


All a mere nothing, if depriv'd of thee! 
But blcss'd with thee, e'cn pinching want shall 
smile, 


And love the various ills of life beguile ! 


649 
When peace of mind the humble truckle spreads 
O'er the hard pillow, sleep his poppies sheds, 
Whilst not the downy couch, or royal bow'r, 
Can seal the eye · lid at the midnight hour, 
If disappointed love the soulannoys, 
And the wish'd part'ner crowns a rival's joys. 


Despair now teaches more than prudence taught, 
Prompting a bold, I trust, a happy thought— 
Sure! sure your father, were the truth reveal'd, 
CompelPd by strong necessity, must yield! 
From pride, the fear of public shame, may gain 
What from his justice, duty asks in vain. 

Then say, my love, shall we the hazard run ? 
What e'er th*'event—we are not quite undone. 


None of his dear- lov'd treasure I demand. 
Give to the winds his wealth—give me thy hand 
Nor fear we want, enough I now possess, 

If heav'n our honest industry shall bless.— 
Beyond th' Atlantic misery's refuge lies, 


Where nature all the wauts she gave supplies, 
| F 


6420 
Courting her vot'ries with her native smile, 
A genial climate, and a gen'rous soil. 


There 0 far remov'd from avarice, pride, and 
priests, | 
Plenty shall fill our board and peace our breasts; 
Nor shall we envy great and wealthy fools, 


That joy, or grieve, by fashion's settled rules. 
And if kind heav'n, in bounty, shall bestow . 
Some tender pledges of our nuptial vow, ; 
Them we in pristine innocence shall rear, | 

Nor bad example's bold intrusion fear. \ 


Nor shall a parent's boding doubts destroy, 


With dread of future cares the present joy, 4 
Nor fears of want our anxious breasts molest ; H 
Secure that virtue makes our offspring bless'd ; A 
Where lordless meadows spread extensive round, A 
The easy price to cultivate the ground. N 
Yield! yield, my love, let us the hazard run, 

What e'er th' event, we are not quite undone ! S! 
No,“ she exclaims, Antonio, as you prize L 


Your Fanny's peace—let her for once advise 


( 43 ) 


To all the sorrows that distract my mind, 

Must the sole horror yet untry'd be join'd ? 
Ah! add not to the killing pangs I bear, 

A father's wrath, which more than death I fear! 
Alas! in death no terrors I perceive, 

Which only can my my mortal ills relieve ; 
Since all the hope I now dare call my own, - 
Is but to die—and save my shame unknown: 
Then let me that poor shred of comfort save, 
Nor heap a father's curses on my grave! 

Nor deem our mutual int'rest you forego, 
When you this boon—'twill be the last, bestow. 


Oſt have I try'd each once- prevailing art, 
Prompted by love, to sooth my father's heart; 


And when he urg'd the hated match, made known 


All of our story shame would let me own; 

Avow'd our mutual love, our plighted faith, 

Nor aught conceal'd, but—ah! the thought ig 
death!“ — 

She paus'd—her cheeks with hectie blushes glow 


Like Hecla's flames, that gleam through falling 
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Then slow and fault'ring, thus her tale pursues, 
Whiks all her form a chilly damp bedews :— 
In vain I kneel'd; embrac'd his feet in vain; 
He saw, he heard me with a stern disdain: 
And when my hand, in agony, I swore 
I'd never give where I could give no more; 
Nor, at the altar, heav'n's just wrath defy, 
With a vile, solemn, meditated lie : 
Indignant smiPd and said, he much admir'd 
Those pious scruples wanton thoughts inspir'd.“ 
In fine, this sad last interview is bought 
With what assures that death I long have sought, 
—— A promise witness'd by each pow'r divine, 
Never with you in holy rites to join. 


In vain I'm forc'd in quest of health to go! 

In vain, for me, the healing waters flow! 

In vain they drug the medicated bowl, 

Whilst cancerous anguish gnaws the tortur'd 

soul!“ 

dhe strove to add - but grief her words supprest ; 
An agonizing silence spoke the rest; 

Whilst one big tear slow roll'd from either eye; 


No more th'exhausted springs of grief supply.— 


( 45 ) 
But why prolong this tale of sorrow? why 
Fresh in my faultring words must Fanny die ? 
—— Pardon, blest angel—now completely $0, 
A wretched widow'd lover's selfish woe; 
Nor think I envy those pure joys you taste, 
_ Tho! longing to partake th'unpalling feast. 
No! by thy memory, by our mutual love, 
By my fond hope of meeting you above, 
By all that was, or is, or may be dear, 
Spite of this throbbing heart, with truth I swear 
My soul repines not that aht relenting fate, 
In pity shorten'd thy misfortune's date! 
But such of human passions the caprice, 
I mourn you lost, yet joy for thy release,” 


END OF THE FIRST PART. 


CAROLINA; 
OR, 


THE PLANTER. 


PART II. 


Ox CE more, my Garden, come and bring along 
Thy kind indulgence to an artless song; 
Whilst, urg'd by thee, an inexperienc'd muse, 
On trembling wings too bold a flight pursues! 


Having, with scarcluiug eye, remark'd ere while, 
ature's wild land:cape in each varying soil; 
We sing what toils these varying soils demand, 
Work of the mind, or labour of the hand; 
To be by Ceres, or Pomona paid; 
By joyous Bacchus, or th'Athenian maid ; _ 


8 2 HZ 


( 47) 
With Grain nutricious, th*orchards mellow load, 
The bleeding clusters of the social god, 
The melting Olive, or what bids the loom 
Contend with Flora in her vernal bloom. 


Say ! do our pupils daring thoughts invade, 
Yonder tall forest's venerable shade, 
Where swelling tides o'er spacious valleys stray, 
Hid from our almost vertic Phœbus' ray; 
Where, whilst the lofty boughs hs beams oppose, 
Safe in the gloom, the Sylvan herds repose: 
No huntaman there asserts his bloody claim, 
But turns reluctant from the shelter'd game. 


Close as the Macedonian phalanx stood 
On Issus plain, within yon aged wood 
So close the trees —whilst round each ample root 
Thorns, Reeds, and Vines, in wild luxuriance 

shoot; 

Nor only these obstruct th'invader's way, 
Through the drear forest countless serpents stray; 
Whose mingled hiss, and fascinating eyes, 
Bid unknown fears in boldest bosoms rise. 


( 48.) 
As o'er the rest his scaly bulk he rears, 


Tho' now with gaping jaws he crawls along, Tit 
And impotently darts his forked tongue. Bur 


Like the Arch-tiend amongst his hellish peers, 3 
Proud of his venom'd tusks, and rustling train, By 
Threat*ning, or instant death, or tort'ring pain; 
Shaking the cymbols of a score of years, " 
The Rattle first assails your startled ears. A 
Next see the Black Snake, whose undaunted soul, W 
Dares e' en the Rattle's deathful rage control; 
Scorning his safety to the shade to owe, w 
Darts from the covert to attack his foe. N. 
In vain you grasp his throat t'escape from harm, w 
His twisting wreaths unnerve your palsy'd arm; 
| Alike in vain you trust to flight - behind hy 
| He quick purſues as flies the timid hind— 4 
But should some weapon haply arm your hand, a 
| Tho? but a vine branch, or more slender wand, 5 
|| One well- aim'd stroke secures your safe retreat, 1 
| | Uncoils and lays him gasping at your feet ; | 
| | Then press his-tumid head with active heel, ” 
| Else soon the foe returning strength shall feel; Joi 
| 
1 
| 
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More dang'rous far, the Moccazine, nor sounds 
The notes of war, nor quits the shelter'd bounds ; 


But coil'd in many a squalid fold, beneath 
Some rotting log, prepares insiduous death, 
And at th'unguarded wand'rer darting flies, 
Who scarcely feels the wound before he dies. 


A thousand snakes of meaner note around, 
Wreath on the trees, or glide along the ground; 
Myriads of insects, bred in putrid air, 

With stings invenom'd, drive you to despair; 
From ev'ry pore your vital fluid drain, 
At ev'ry pore infuse a racking bane. 
And hark! from dark recesses of the wood, 
How fierce the language of the rav*nous brood / 
Loud screams the Wild-cat, Wolves yet loucer 
howl, 
And shaggy Bears like distant thander growl ; 
Whilst Cat-o- mountains, with discordant roar, 
Join the harsh grunting of the tusked boar. 
Till circling danger ev'ry sense subdues 


But fear, which to bewilder'd thought renews 
G | 


6 
The fabl'd phantoms of our childish age, 
And demons in the shape of monsters rage. 
From ev'ry hollow tree Medusa shakes, | 
Her visage horrid with surrounding snakes; 
And Fate, tremenduous with all mortal ills, 
Or instant snatches, or by piece-meal kills ; 
With yellow jaundice, shiv'ring ague dwells, 
Wild fever raves, or bloated dropsy swells; 
Or through the brain quick shoots: the solar ray, 
Or slow consumption lingers in decay. 


Tf still your ardent thirst for wealth invites, 
There to raise altars to Agrarian rites ; 
Attend the Muse, preparing to relate 
What cares, what toil, the bold attempt await. 


Firſt, of your destin'd field the outlines mark, 
Not groping devious thro' the woodland dark; 
But let the compass to the pole-star true, 
Direct your progress, and assist your view; 

As, from where higher land the swamp confines, 
You seek the river with two par'llel lines, 


| „ 
Then let a third its winding course pursue, 
Till intersected by the other two: 
But where the sportive stream meand'ring makes pM 
Projecting points, peninsulated necks, 
Throw from your juster plan such scraps away, 
W hose narrow bounds would not th*expencerepay, 
Should you command the wreathing mound tex 
plore, 
Each frequent winding of the sedgy shore. 
Laſlly, as nature points, direct the drain 
Where springy uplands skirt the marshy plain. 


Thus mark'd the limits of a spacious field, 1 
The gleaming ax your vig' rous lab'rers wield ; l 
Beneath repeated strokes the Cypress groans ; 1 
The falling Oak his timeless fate bemoans; 
In his vast bulk the Tupelo trusts in vain, 
The tranchent steel divides his spungy grain, 
Yet sever'd from the root that gave them birth, 3 
His tow' ring honours still disdain the earth, 
And aged vines, that neighb'ring trees uphold, 
In screw-like wreaths his quiv'ring boughs infold, 
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Whilst streams of seeming anguish bathe his sides, 
As limb from limb the woodman's arm divides. 
Thus when some stag, t'escape putsuing hounds, 
O'er lawns and downs with rapid fleetness bounds, 
Stop'd by a hedge impervious in his way, 
A while he rests, and holds the chase at bay, 
Till, prompted by despair, he; vainly tries, 
With his last effort, o'er its tops to rise; 
But springs, alas, too short —entangling thorns 
Hold him suspended by his branchy horns; 
Adovn his cheeks 80 rolls the silent tear, 
Whilst famish'd hounds his living members tear. 


Nor should the grove yet undistinguish'd feel 


The heedless fury of the woodman's steel, 
But let his hatchet all its force confine 
To form an avenue along each line, 


In which no tree, however priz'd, you save; 


Een reeds and vines must meet one common grave, 


When all- consuming fire vast piles shall seize 
Of limbs dissever'd, heap'd on parent trecs. 
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This task accomplish'd, round your field you 
frame 

A trench, two cubits wide, its depth the came, 
By which a two-fold setvice is supply'd, | 
Th'ejected earth repels each common tide ; 
Whilst in the trench your future ramparts find, 
A firmer base by strong ingraftment join'd. 

As when some gard'ner bids a savage root 

Bend with a mellower load of alien fruit, 
Clasp'd in. th'embraces of the wounded rhind, 
The stranger bud's adoprively combin'd. 


"Hence twice twelve feet, on either side, you delve 
A ditch, full six feet deep, its wideness twelve 
And scarce, ere now, have you begun to prove 
How hard the task, to subjugate the grove. 


What tho? huge trees, laid prostrate by your hand, 
Tow'ring in smoke, have darkn'd half the land! 
Still their tenacious roots their rights defend 
And wide and deep these nether limbs extend; 

In vain the hoe, in vain the spade is try'd, 
In vain the mattock, would those roots divide; 


( 54 ) 
The ax alone, with many a painful stroke, 
Unspurs the cy press, and wnprongs the oak; 
And slow the ditcher parts, with endless toil, 
The rooty fragments from th' adhesive soil. 
The roots, high-pil'd, await consuming fires ; 
The mould to swell the rising bank retires; 
Where youths and females to receive it stand, 
And form the sloping dike with plastic hand. 
But lo! ere half the needful depth you gain, 
Quick gushing streams o'erflow th'unfinished 
drain! 
No more your lab'rers see their strokes to aim; 
Chills shake their limbs, and cramps distort 
their frame z WEE 
Unless some sluice, or floodgates. valves allow 
'The waters, to their parent stream to flow; 
Till rising tides, by Cynthia backwards roll'd, 
With outward weight th*obedient gates refold. 


Soon as the shelving ditch, and sloping mound, 
On ew'ry side the leaguer'd grove surround, 
To fell the destin'd wood your lab'rers throng, 
Whose fate might thus be told in pagan song. 
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The brandish'd axe the weeping Dryad sees, 
And flies reluctant from her falling trees; 
Whilst raging Vulcan, with unequal pace, 
Pursues the Sylvan Nymph of Nereusꝰ race. 


No on the rivers 00zy brink she stands, 

Now clasps in woe, now suppliant lifts her hands; 

Or frantic, from disorder*d ringlets tears 

Her faded garlands, mix'd with auburn hairs. 

Now to the Nereids of the flood she cries, 

Now to Diana lifts her tearful eyes. | 

Bright virgin Goddess! sister nymphs !” she 
said, 

« Hear and protect a heav'n- descended maid, 

Whose fate impending, impious men conspire, 

Leagu'd with the unrelenting, God of fire! 

If c'er within my cool retreats you lay, 

And bath'd inobvious to the God of day, 

Lend! lend your aid, to save that lov'd abode 

From hands profane, and th'all-consuming God!“ 


The suppliant nymph, the huntress Goddess hears, 


And pitying Nereids mingle kindred tears, 


( 56 ) 
Then serk united, the Cerillean plain, 
To court his aid whose trident shakes the main. 


Nor long in vain the queen of night implores; 
With ready waves he swept his western shores. 
Exulting Nereids in the front appear, 

And stormy Eurus blusters in the rear, 

Whilst whelming billows lead their monarch's way, 
And far beyond their wonted limits stray; 
Seeking the flaming wood with foaming rage, 
Impatient with the Lemnean God t'engage; 
Who safe behind the clay - built rampart stands, 
In bold defiance of the wat'ry bands. 

In vain each nymph, with lab'ring sinews, strove 
To pour her urn, and quench the crackling grove ; 
In vain the Tritons heave their frothy waves; 
Th'unshaken mound their bootless fury braves; 
Defended by the wariour maid unseen, 
Victorious Liber, and the Ear-crown'd Queen; 
Who view the op'ning scene with fav'ring eyes, 
Whence future tribute to their Fanes shall rise. 


( 57 ) 
Great Jove himself th'immortal strife beholds, 
And thus th*unerring rolls of fate unfolds. 


„Know! Queen of Night, and Brothe of 
the main, | | 5 
Ye war,” he said, „against these walls in vain : 
For now the Fates and pow*rful gods agree | 
To guard that work of human industry. 
But learn, ye heav'nly pow'rs, nymphs of the 
flood, 
And you, fair Dryad of yon flaming wood, 
A time shall come, nor far remov'd by fate, 
When trembling sacrilege shall feel your hate. 
A pitying ear from him who rules the wind, 
Your story'd wrongs, sad Sylvan Maid, shall find. 
Mov'd by your tale, he opes his caverns dire, 
Whence rushing blasts t'avenge your cause con- 
spire. | | 
His aid the wave-compelling Monarch joins, 
And Cynthia's orb with ruddy vengeance shines. 


I $ee the waves like snow-crown'd mountains rise, 


Whose whit'ning summits emulate the ſkies, 
H 
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As erst the giant sons of Terra strove 
To shake the adamantine throne of Jove !“ 


Nor yet, tho' pow'rful banks the tides repel, 
And Sol's bright rays the chilling damps exhale, 
Scarce half subdu'd by man, doth the rude soil, 


With plenteous crops, repay the planter's toil. 
From massy roots luxuriant scions rise, 


Beneath whose shade the gift of Ceres dies: 
And oft betwixt, in pools, the waters lie, 
When bursting clouds obscure. the azure sky. 
Or else those roots an equal flow withstand, 


When parching heats the rivers aid demand, 
Till frequent drains divide the level'd fields, 
And the last stump to painful labour yields. 


- Scarce toil less arduous inland-swamps demand, 
Where fetid water stagnates o'er the land; 


And various Oaks, with Cypress mix'd, arise 


In rival grandeur, tow'ring to the skies, 


Batalion'd close, as where the vale receives 


The river, strugling with recoiling waves. 
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With equal labour here, the ditch and mound 
Must part the level from the rising ground. 
By this the springs and upland floods are drain'd; 
By that the needful wat'ry store retain'd ; 

And where, with near approach, the ' heights 
* curtail 

The level surface of the winding vale, 

The pressive weight of copious reservoirs, 

An ampler base and loftier mounds requires: 

From whence, the water skilfully supply*d, 

Rivals the merits of the refluent tide. 


The mounds completed, loftier woods laid low, 
The current stem'd, the stagnum taught to flow, 
The smaller boughs and slender reeds consign'd 
To greedy flame, that spreads before the wind; 
The husbandman regards, with thought profound, 
The vast dismember'd trunks that load the ground, 
And deigns, from out the mighty mass, to choose 
A few of special worth, for rural use. 

First the tall Cypress for the saw ordains, 
Whose lasting wood thro' ages sound remains; 
H 2 8 
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The taper ash, whose free and thready grain, 
The riving wedge, with ease, divides in twain 5 
With oaks of smaller growth, his cares dispense, 
'To form the rail, and weave the * wreathed fence. 
Whilst those of larger size, more priz*d, he saves, 
To guard his future crops in bended staves ; 

Or from their sides the bark astringent tears, 

To tan the ample hides of slaughter'd steers. 
But Liquidambers, that could lately vie 

With all the grove to captivate the eye, 

Stript of their honours in the gen'ral spoil, 

He dooms the base of some 1gnoble pile; 

With Tupilos and Maples, trees despis'd 

By builders, but by sculpture's artists priz'd, 
Who mould the soft obedient wood, beneath 
The magic chisel, till it seems to breathe 
With many a tree of high botanic fame, 

Are all resign'd unpitying to the flame. 


Nor yet the patient ox and gen'rous steed, 
The armed plough thro? yielding furrows lead; 


A particular kind of fence, commonly called worm · fence. 
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But trenches, winding as the roots oppose, 
The busy lab'rer forms with sounding hoes ; 
For vain th'attempt—else well bestow'd the toil, 
To wrench the stubborn tenants from the soil, 
Till restless time, with unremitting hand, 
Shall mix their mouldring fragments with the land. 


To works like ours the Belgian owes the plain 
That smiles with Ceres, where once rag'd the 
main; 
And labour such to E1b and Weser gave 


The rampir'd mead, snatch'd from the northern 
wave. 


Nor to Europa's active sons alone, 
Those works of painful industry were known 
Whilst yet, thro' swamps, th' European savage 
stray'd, 
Rude as the brute whose fur his limbs array'd; 
The light of reason, like the light of day, 
Gave the hen favour'd east its earliest ray, 


Bless'd light of reason! that first led the hand 
Of humanizing Man to till the land; 


( 62 ) 
The ruthless warrior to the ploughman chang'd 5 
The olive planted where the poiler rang'd ; 
Bad the bank'd marsh give riches to Cathai, 
And Ganges thro* unwonted channels stray ! 
Then Indius, Tigris, and Euphrates own'd 
The pow'r of man, whose arts their fury bound; 
T hen rose those works of matchless industry, 
Which Nilas, time and barb'rous Hords defy. 
Tho? now alas! since anarchy prevails, 


Once more Chaldea's rivers waste her vales. 


Enough, my Muse | those wat'ry plains delight 
Not long the eye! again direct thy flight 

To gayer scenes; whose sloping fields require 
No artful trench, to make the floods retire; 

But limpid streams of murm' ring brooks are roll'd 
*Twixt banks of fragrance, over sands of gold. 
Delightful scenes by nature sure des igu'd 

For taste's quick eye, and fancy's sportive mind! 


What if our sands are golden but to view? 
We envy not the treasures of Peru! 
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Here o' er his hoard no lazy miser bends, 
But competence on industry attends. 
Here sage philosophy shall love to dwell 
With contemplation in the log- built cell; 
And here, in future time, the western muse, 
Shall paint the charms of nature which she views; 
And, happy privilege, adorn her song 
With ev'ry polish'd grace of Albion's tongue, 
Whilst thro' the lay that noble frenzy glows, 
Which poesy's bright dawn alone bestows, 
Ere Rules fastidious free-born Genius tame, 
And cold refinement damps the heav'nly flame. 


Hark how the vales and echoing hills resound, 
As the sharp ax inflicts the frequent wound, 
Ere to its fate the upright poplar bends, 

And crashing loud to trembling earth descends | 
Or Liquidambers, thickly clump?d, that rise 
Graceful with fragrant leaves and stately size; 
Yet deem'd, tho? high in beauty's rank they stand, 
By Farmers, the mere lumber of the land ; 

Nor has the Planter, or Mechanic, yet 

Found far what use the worthless timber's fit, 
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To which e' en fre denies the cheerful blaze, 
But on its listless bulk reluctant preys; 
Nor do its ashes salts nutricious yield, 
But whiten with insipid flakes the field. 


Not so, when oaks high pil'd receive the fire, 
In golden pyramids hot flames aspire, 
Yielding rich ashes, that dispers'd around, 

To vegetation stimulate the ground; 

But where by sluggards left, in heaps they lie, 
The acrid salts all pow'r of growth defy. 
With Liquidambers, Sycamours demand 

The vigorous efforts of the wood-man's hand; 
Whose limbs gigantic like new forests rise, 


When low on earth the prostrate parent lies. 


Such are the labours of the short'ned day, 
When distant Phœbus gives an oblique ray; 


Ere spring advancing, bids the new-clear*d field, 


To genial warmth its virgin bosom yield. 
Which, soft as fertile, scarce the farmer tills, 
To Scatter grain, or drop in gather'd hills; 


( 65 ) 
Or forms with drilling plough, or slight press'd hoe, 
For choicer plants, the equidistant row. 


Yet let not Platus all your thoughts employ, 
To pile up wealth, your soul dares not enjoy. 
Say, what the tyrant's pow'r, the wealth of kings, 
To social joys domestic comfort brings? 

If you to Ceres consecrate the vale, 
On yonder slope the cheerful Lares hail ; 
There let no palace rise —no sculptur'd pile, 
But in snug halls, full-handed Plenty smile. 
Where decent neatness sweeps the Cypress floor, 
And hospitality unfolds the door. 
Round the gay fire, that gives both warmth and 

light, 
Whilst harmless mirth curtails the wintry night, 
And loud without the raging tempests blow, 
More joy your welcome guests and houshold know, 
Than where, from gilded capitals, is spread 
The dome, high arch'd, o'er ceremony's head. 
Nor to Yertumnus grudge a safe retreat, 
Where he may Flora and Pomona meet. 
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Yet deck your garden in that modest sort, 

As Homer paints it, at Alcinous* court ; 

Not stiff and formal, as where Dutchmen clip 

The boxen ocean round the yew- tree ship; 

Nor with that show of negligence it bears 

Round the proud mansions of Britannia's peers; 

Where, almost unconfin'd, the wand'rer roves, 

O'er hills, and dales, and fields, and lawns, and 
groves > 

Where all around prevailing art appears, | 


We love that mask of nature which it wears. 
But Here, where nature acts the sov'reign part, 
Why hide th'administrating hand of art? 
Not less our hearts the patriot monarch gains, 
That Sully counsels when a Henry reigns ! 
Nor more need nature dread arts chaste display, 
Tha Trajan's laurel shrinks from Pliny's bay! 
Such * Crowfield might have been, and such 
may be, 
Should Lowndes's wealth give nerve to industry ; 


* Crowfield had been lately purchased by Rawlins Lowndes 
Esq. when the above was wr.tten, bot was sold azain by 


Mr. L. before the Author tretung i to America. 
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Should taste's soft pencil mellow arts harsh line, 
And nature's flowing mantle veil design ; | 


That checks her ſpoward, meets her happy bent, 
Bespeaks improvement, but conceals restraint. 


And lo! my friend, where all the muse demands, 


On Goose-creeks banks thy own * Otranto stands! 
Where pleas'd and wond' ring as we thrid the maze, 
We doubt what beauty first demands our praise. 
The river bounded by impervious shade, 

The smooth green meadow, or the enamel'd glade, 
Where all the pride of Europe's florists yields 
To the assembled wildings of our fields; 

Tho? here with brighter tints the tulip glows, 
And richer fragrance scents Damascus rose; 

As emulous those honours to maintain, 

That rank d them chief in Flora's ancient reign ; 
Whilst yet unnam'd the great Magnolia bloom'd, 
And humbler Glauca trackless wilds perfum'd. 


Here Pales seems with Flora to have strove, 
To blend the beauties of the lawn and grove ; 
| I 2 
* Otranto, the Villa of Doctor Garden. 
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Till ev'ry season yields its ev'ry flow'r, 
Pride of the month, or pageant of the hour. 


A 


Here early blossoms deck the unfledg'd Thorn, 
And yellow. Jasmines leafless trees adorn. 


Bright as the blush of Venus when she loves, 

Sweet as the woodbine of her Paphean groves, 
Azaleas blossem iu on Cypress Shade 
here Pericl ymenons projugely spread, 
Blending their lovely tubes of roseat hue, 
With the Glycine's variegated blue. 

From tree to tree the flow'ry tindrils rove, 

Till one continu'd garland binds the grove— 
Winding through shady walks, we slow descend, 
To skirt the mead, or trace the river's bend, 
Where, like the monsters of th ' Egyptian stream, 
Prowling for food, grim Aligators swim, 
or basking on the further margin, spread 
Their bloated bulk along the slimy bed: 
Whilst hither all the fqooy tribes repair, 
From tyrants fled, whom more than man they fear; 
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Who patient angling, with insidious bait, 
Lures the delicious morsel to its fate 2 
Till Labrus-Trout and azure Bream afford, 
A choicer feast than grac'd Apieius' board, 
When Rome's wide. world saw all its waters roll, 
To glut the craving of his rav'nous- jole. 


We mark the white Accasia all alive 

With Bees, or see the Orange drain the hive, 

- Whilst fragrant “ Calycanths appear to bring 
The fruits of Autumn midst the flow'rs of Spring; 
.+ White Chionanths, with flaky fringe, display 
December freezing in the lap of May, 

As Periclymenons luxuriant throw 

Their glowing wreaths around the mimic snow; 
And yellow Jasmines interweave between, 
Their golden blossom, and their em'rald green 


The Calycanthos, or sweet scented shrub, has a blossom 


that in smell, colour, and shape, has much the resemblance 
of some kinds of fruit. 


+ The Chionanthus,. or fringe tree, when in Ty 
Seems as if covered with new fallen snow. 
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Which, tho' their beauties deck'd the infant year, 


Still uneclips'd, in May's rich train appear, 


Here Qyamoclits their blushing Row'rs renew, 


Ere rising suns exhale the morning dew ; 


As if asham'd the tell-tale morn should see 
Their tender limbs intwine yon vig'rous tree; | 
And all their sweets despoil'd by insects gay 
As their bright blossoms, and short · liv'd as they, 
Which droop ere Sol meridian ardor gains 


| Whose hottestray the Helyanth sustains, 


Turns as he turns, like th'eye of jealous love, 
And dares his radiance like the bird of Jove. 
Whilst each mullifluous flow'r his influence meets, 
Loading the air with overpow'ring sweets; 
And Man, with all the animated train 

That wing khe air, or tread the grassy plain, 
Shrink, from the fer vid ray and sultry breeze, 
To yonder eminence, where lofty trees 

Suspend, on spreading limbs, a leafy veil 


That gently waving, fans the temper'd gale. 
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There midst the grove, with unassuming guise 
But rural neatness, see the mansion rise! 
Where cheerful hosts invite the easy guest, 
Each social boon of indolence to taste; 
Vet to no tedious listlessness a prey, 
The soul unbends in wit's fantastic play. 


Nor distant far, where Liriodendrums Spread, 


More rich than Persian Looms, a painted shade, 


A Temple, sacred to each Muse, we find, 


Stor'd with the noblest treasures of the mind; 


Where all the elegance of art conspires, 

To grace the authors ev'ry age admires. 

Plac'd by their favour'd pupil's grateful hand, 
In splendid rows, the healing Sages stand. 
Religion there unfolds the inspired page, 
There history revolves each distant age, 
Displays the varying fate of Rome and Greece; 
The pride of Conquest, and the arts of peace; 
What magic pow'rs to Eloquence belong, 

How Cat'lines dagger drops to Tully's tongue, 
And states by union rise, by discord fall, 

As sounds persuasive fascinate the hall. 
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There Newton dares, on Science wing, to fly 
'Thro? all the wond' tous system of the sky. 
By Franklin follow'd, whose Promethean soul 
Audacious hears the awful thunder roll; 
From Heavꝰn to Earth the captive flame conveys, 
And with the fetter*d corruscation plays. 
Whilst with less brilliant, not less pleasing lore, 
Linnæus and Buffon this world explore; 
From chaos to fair order point the road, 
And trace the chain that links the works of God. 
With Locke, great searcher of the human mind, 
Who strives the latent springs of thought to find, 
Nor dreams, vain man in studying nature's laws, 
Can, midst her wonders, doubt th'almighty cause. 
As when dissection seeks the cause of life, 
Till it expires before the incisive kaife, 


There too sweet Poesy her tribute brings, 
Her Homer there in native numbers sings; 
Whilst Pope, illum'd by his great master's fire, 
Responsive strings his sympathetic lyre. 

There Virgil tunes his pastoral reed, and there, 
How far before us sings each rural care. 
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Or, rising with his theme, his lay records, 

Whence sprang the ancient world's triumphant 
Lords. e bf 

There Plautus? jests, and Terence chaster stile, 

Show what made millions laugh, and Scipio mile. 

There Horace playful lashes vice, and there 

Stern Juvera{ and Persius frown severe. 

There Arioſt' embellishes with verse, 

The Gothic tales of his loquacious nurse; 

And Tasso's truly classic page describes, 

How Godfrey led to fame his Christian tribes. 
There to a polish'd, if enfeebl'd string, 

The Baud of Ferney sings the Patriot-King. 

Say! worthy last to strike the epic lyre, 

Shall, with Voltaire, Calliope expire? 

Or sink to rise, as sets th' European sun, 


Thro' this new world a brighter course to run ? 


There Milton, conscious of superior pow'rs, 
O'er ev'ry modern Bard majestically tow'rs: 
Tow'ring to fall ! presumptuous, to choose 
A theme too lofty for the noblest muse 
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Milton had dignify'd Olympean skies, 


Our thoughts of heav*n beyond expression rise, 


And all the magic splendor of his lay, 

Fades in those thoughts, like meteors in the day. 

There Shakespear, 'Thompson—bards whose 
praise requires 

Some emanation of their heav'nly fires. 

Whilst virtuous Beatty, with a double claim, 

Asserts a Poet's and a Sage's fame; 

As round young Edwin's pipe the laurel! twines, 

Or Truth's bright ray through sceptic darkness 
shines. | 


| There Gay there Goldsmith - but more short 


to tell, 
Who is not there, that doth in song excel.— 
And there perhaps, these favour'd lines shall rest, 


Whilst Judgment smiles atFriendship's partial test. 


Now ev'nings beams shoot mildly from the West, 
And «ll impatient to the garden haste ; 
Our noon-tide waste of spirits to repair, 
With rural pastime and refreshing air: 
Whilst Bees resign to Humming- birds their place, 
Those pigmy beauties of the feather'd race, 
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That gaily hov'ring on the sounding plume, 
Drink deep the richest nectar of the bloom. 


And now Peruvian Marvels Slowly fold 
Their scarlet blossoms varying into gold; 
Nor doth the Gnomen's shade on sculptur'd brass 
More truly say how fleeting moment's pass, 
Than doth the Marvel's gradual change betray 
The downward progress of departing day. 
Whilst tearful Even, in dew drops seems to mourn 
Such beauty, doom'd to hail no rising morn. 


Nor are the Gardens beauties all conceal'd 
By night, tho* Cynthia veils her silver shield: 
Unnumber'd Fire- flies from their slumbers rise, 
Till earth's star'd surface emulates the skies; 
As their quick sparkles light the welkin round, 
Gleam on the leaves, or glow along the ground; 
And ev*ry flow'r its brightest tints displays, 
Inumin'd by the transitory blaze. 
But eastward see where James's sacred Fane, 


Crowns the green-hill that wide commands the 


plain, 
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O'er lofty pines, that the horizon trace, 
The moon slow rising shews her ruddy face, 
And bright'ning gradual, as her orb ascends 


The azure vault, to which she radiance lends; 


Through yonder fork'd tree her glories break, 
In liquid silver, trembling on the lake. 


From scenes of business, where the fetter'd 
Is all to self and sordid cares confin'd ; 
From Bacchus' revels, and his noisy train, 
Whose brutal joys oft flow from others pain; 
The mourner shrinks; checks with indignant care 
The unanswer'd groan, and hides thꝰunpity'd tear; 
But flies, impatient to indulge his grief, 
And seek from sympathetic woe relief. 
E'en from Otranto's peaceful scenes we turn, 
To place a wreath on * Rugely's timeless urn. 


* Rowland Rugely, a Gentleman of a respectable family 


at St. Ives in Huntingtonshire, Secretary to Lord Charles 
Montague, when Governor of South Carolina, and known 
to the public as author of some Original Poems and Trans- 
lations, serious and burlesque, 
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Where * Clermont's Nayads weep by ev'ry rill, 


That gurgling bursts from each surrounding hill. 
Blest streams! when Rugely stray'd your banks 
along, | 


And to your murmurs tun'd his artless song. 


At Wisdom's voice, when disappointment 


frown'd, 


He sought Content—with you the nymph he 
found, 


Bencath yon humble roof he woo'd the maid, 


Who soon his vows with peaceful smiles repaid, 
Whilst the wild landscape wav'd its natiae veil, 
To bid the Muse and Agriculture hail. 


By Rugely taught, the Woodman's fatal steel, 
Restrains its rage, and learns from Taste to feel ; 


Spares the gay tree with gaudy blossoms spread, 
Or sober beauties of the awful shade; 


Where the primeval Oak majestic waves. 
Here prudence dooms, and yonder genius saves. 


* Clermont was the name of Mr, Rugely's Plantation; 
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The mountains fertile base, and richer vale, 
Stript of their woods, with harvest's promise swell. 
Above extends à length of verdant glade, 
No more a forest, nor depriv'd of shade, 
Where flocks, and herds, and steeds promiscuous 

stray, 
The parents grazing as the younglings play; 
Whilst the tall summits still imbrown'dwith trees, 
Repel the keenness of the northern breeze, — 
Nor through the vale those streams unuseful wind ! 
In yonder dell, by potent banks confin'd, 
Th'imprison'd waters yield to human law, 
Float the huge raft, impel the lab'ring saw; 
Bid the tall pine forsake its native plain, 
And seek on buoyant floods the distant main; 
Or, thro'the sluice, white foaming o'er the wheel, 
Convert the husky grain to wholesome meal.— 
And, had he liv'd to finish out his plan, 
Had minister*d to half the needs of man. 


Such useful works did Rugely's day employ, 
The even, he yielded to domestic joy; 
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To sweet convivial intercourse of mind, 
When souls unbending relaxation find; 
As friend to friend the rising thought. imparts, 
Approves when just—when false, tb'objection 

Starts; 5 
- Commends from flatt'ry, blames from rancour free, 
Submits when wrong, and all when right agree. 


The hospitable board too claim'd his care, 
Replete with savoury, more than costly fare. 
At Clermont still the nighted stranger found, 
The table cover'd, and the goblet crown'd ; 
But does he prove the friend of former days, 
What heart-felt joy the kindling eye displays! 
Unnotic'd then the sparkling bowl might flow, 
Beyond the rules that Cynic laws allow. | 
Then decent frolic shook the merry hall, 

Then cheerful guests for festive songs would call, 
And the kind host to please his friends submit; 

His voice melodious and his humour wit. 

Love too smil'd bounteous under Hymen's wings, 
And promis'd all the joy their union brings. 


— 
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Promise untrue ! that fleets to empty air, 

And yields the changing scene to fell despair ! - 
Love's noblest pledge the teeming fair bestow'd, 
But death soon wraps it in the mother's shroud. 
Mild resignation Rugely's plaints restrains, 
Whilst anguish bears him to their dear remains; 
And, lighted by one fatal moon, we gave 

The child and both its parents to the grave. e 
O! may some Muse, congenial with thy own, 
Assume thy praise, and make thy merit known; 
From all thy worth withdraw oblivions veil, 
Nor let th'example through concealment fail ; 
But stimulate benevolence and taste, 

With future Clermonts to adorn the waste! 


Thy fame, creative Kershaw ! too shall rise, 

As thy own Camden's turrets pierce the skies! 
And thine, industrious Locock, bright remain, 

Whilst madder yields the many-colour'd stain ;— 

Nor silent gratitude sees Garden's hand, 
Diffuse the treasures of each distant land. 

To him our fields, to him our orchard's owe, 

The rarest plants that Ind* or Afric know; 
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And watchful bards shall nightly sing his praise; 
Whilst his own Tallow-tree supplies the blaze. 


Yes! ves your names to nobler fame shall live, 
Who to our land such peaceful treasures give, 
Thattheirs who, at Rome's capitsl, bestow'd, 
The ensanguin'd trophy, and the plunder'd load ! 


And the exulting Muse foresees the claim, 
Of many a candidate for Rural Fame ; 
Sees ev'ry winding Valley wave with corn, 
Sees purple Vineyards ev*ry hill adorn; 
Sees yonder Marsh, with useless reeds o'erspread, 
Give to a thousand looms the flaxen thread ; 
And Hemp, from many a now neglected field, 
Its sinewy bark to future Navies yield. 
Nor shall Tobacco balk the Planter's hope, 
Who seeks its fragrance on th'irriguous slope. 
Around each field she sees the Mulb'ry grow, 
Or unctuous Olive form the frugal row; 
Bcholds our hills the precious Thea bear, 
And all the crops of Asia flourish here. 
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Each various earth the enlight'ned Rustic joins; 
Hot lime, looſe sand, and cold stiff clay combines; 
Until the chymic process yields him more 
Substantial riches than transmuted ore. 
Whilst the meand'ring aqueduct shall bring, 
The cooling freshness of the distant spring, 
To the parch'd desart, and with rich manure 
Of folded herds, luxuriant crops ins ure, 
Where now no flow'r but hardy Loopings blow, 
Nor trees but dwarfich Oaks unfrequent grow. 
Untill nor mountain lifts its head in vain, 
Nor Agriculture scorns the poorest plain. 


FINIS. 
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